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As killing as the Canter to the Roſe, 
Or I amt-worm to the weaning Herds that graze, 
Or Froſt to Flowers, that their gay Wardrop wear, 
IWhen firſt the White-T horn blows ; 
Such —— thy Loſs to Shepherds Ear. 
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AN 


PASTORAL 


ELEGIAC 


On the DEeaTa of 


Mrs. SARAH ABNEY, &e. 


STREPHON. 


Y RA, reverſe thy ſuit ; it carinot be 
A note's too much for one o'erwhelm'd as me. 


Mx. 


Why, ſhepherd, this is ſtrange ; nor can I gueſs 
What ſhould fo ſuddenly thy mirth ſuppreſs. 
Yet miſs I ſcarce an hour, ſince to thy reed 


Melodious zephyrs breath 'dalong the mead: 


And now ſo ſadly ſunk ! O! why that tear ? 
Speak out thy anguiſh, let thy Myra hear. * 
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STREPHON. 


O preſs me not ; 'tis a too big grown care, 
For paſſage at theſe lips, for words to bear: 
Tis awful as the ſoul, ſevere as death 
Fl ſtand the weight alone, or ſingly ſink beneath 


MRA. 


STREPHON'S concern ſhould from juſt cauſes flow, 
Yet he not int'reſt Myra in his woe. 
Make me but conſcious to thy inward pain, 


*'T will caſe my breaſt, and, may be, thine, my ſwain. 


Nay, but that doubles my diſtreſs. to know | 


STREPHON. 


Thy gen'rous temper has reſiſtleſs charms, 
Melts my reſolves, and all my ſoul diſarms. 
And thou would'ſt ſhare the very worſt I feel? 
Oh, for thy ſake, let me ſupprels it ſtill ! 

Yet do thy looks exact it, lovely maid ? 
Then know, the faireſt of the plain — is dead. 


MRA. 
W hat mean ſt thou, ſhepherd? Not my Zaxa ſure! 
STREPHON. 


Would it were not; but ZARA lives no more. 


MRA. 


Support me, heav'ns: Myg a ! What doſt thou hear? 
Thoſe words are thunder to my frighted ear ! 


They 
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They pierce like daggers, and transfix my heart : 
Zara no more: Who could that news impart ? 


STREPHON. 


Damon, alas ! ſince from the mid-day heat 
You ſought repoſe in yonder green retreat. 


MRA. 


Ah! hapleſs maid, droops thy fair head ſo ſoon, 
Blithe in the morn, but blaſted e er thy noon ? 


Fatal uncertainty of things below 
What is this life but a deluſive ſhow ? 


STREPHO N. 


We live indeed, but life is not our own; 
The ſeeds of death in vicious nature ſown : 
Mixt with this clay, up- grow they with us here, 
And form the better part of what we are: 

To die as common, as to draw our breath; 
And eaſy the deſcent from life to death. 


Myra. 


Yet ſuremight death, where beauty reigns, forbear, 
Where ſparkling youth exults, his arrows ſpare. 
Say, fiend, could Zar 4's mien no awe impreſs ? 
Say, did'ſtn't wiſh her ſtriking preſence leſs ? 
Could'ſt thou at once her blooming years deſpiſe, 
And ſtand the pointed radiance of her eyes ? 
Cou'd not her innocence ſuſpend thy force, 

And touch thy boſom with a ſhort remorſe ? 


STREPHON. 
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STREPHON. 


O, did there, Myga, to the fair belong, 
Form'd by learn'd art, or from rich nature ſprung, 
That could have mov'd th' inexorable pow'rs, 
Death had giv'n out, and Zara {till been ours. 


My k 4. 


Now ſated firſt, death, fit thee down in peace, 
Break all thy plagues, and bid thy murders ceaſe. 
Neer at thy feet a lovelier victim lay, 

Neer ſhall the grave retain a nobler prey. 


STREPHON. 


ZARA was all, that we could with to ſee, 
That nature knows, or that earth-born can be, 
Not on her face the eye more wond'ring fixt, 
Where majeſty with native ſweetneſs mixt, 
Than on her words the ear delighted hung, 
Charm'd with the ſenſe, and mnfic of her tongue. 
O, there was nothing, that the ſex could boaſt, 
That friends prefer, and parents covet molt ; 
Nothing, that lovers to exceſ; adore, 
Which ZaRA had not But has now no more ! 


Myx& a. 


Deſcend, ye mountain nymphs, ye ſylvan maids, 
Zara, who lov'd your haunts, and bleſt your ſhades, 
Demands your obſequies, confeſs the fair; 
When Zara dies, who can refuſe a tear? 

Oh, ſhe was ſweeter than the breathing ſpring ! 
Her fall lament, your laſt fond off in gs bring 
| Com 
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Come, and bear with you for the lovely dead, 
Whate'er is beauteous, and whate'er is ſad. 

Now nor rich gums, nor coſtly odors ſpare, 

Now primroſe flowrets, and white pinks prepare. 
Here purple vi lets, and pale cowſlips ſtrow, 

And daffodils that weep, ſurcharg'd with dew. 

Bid myrtle here and amaranthus bloom, | 


The fragrant woodbine high embow'r her tomb, 
And facred cypreſs round diffuſe an awful gloom. 


STREPHON. 


Well is this care for ZARA“ herſe deſign'd; 
But higher notice, nymphs, deſerves her mind. 
While theſe devoirs ye for her ſhrine expreſs, 
Your ſelves by Zar 4's great example dreſs. 
Vie firſt with her in virtue ſphere to ſhine, 

And nobly copy one ſo much divine. 

Still Iet her heighten each revolving thought, 
Still to her model be your manners wrought. 
Hence form your taſte for intellectual food, 
Here learn to reliſh with the wile and good. 
With ev'ry grace was Zara's ſoul refin'd, 
With ev'ry virtue teem'd her virgin mind. 
Here ſeeds of heav'nly growth produc'd alone, 


Here ſacred flowers exhal'd, for ever blown ; 
Theſe, beauteous maids, tranſplant, theſe make your 
(own | 


Myra, 


Ah, whither, Mrsz4, are thy comfarts fled, 
Thy dear companion, thy kind partner dead ! 
Nurſt in the ſame retreat our love begun, 

And thro? life's chequer'd ſtage our hearts were one: 


In 
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In joy we bore, in grief an equal ſhare, 
One was our charge, and one our rural fare. 
Alas! no more will all thoſe ſcenes delight: 

No more that flock our common cares unite, 
Nor when the lark, gay herald of the morn, 
Winds to the feather'd choir her warbling horn, 
Nor when bright Heſp'rus bids the ſtars ariſe, 
And rolls his weſt ring wheel a-down the skies. 
No more ſhall we to verſe alternate ſing, 

Stop the ſoft pipe, or wake the doric ſtring. 

In queſt of flow'rs no more the greenland tread, 
Nor gather bays to bind Pylades' head, 

Nor gloſſy ſhells in coral groups infold, 

Nor work the figur'd ſilk emboſs d with gold. 


STREPH ON, 


This ſcience, Mx, leaſt: adorn'd the fair, 
Leaſt make theſe duties 'Zara's mem'ry dear. 
The better Pallas bids her proudly claim, 

And boalt from learned worth a nobler name. 
With what aſſid ous care ſhe form'd her mind! 
How wiſely books well-wrote with nature join d! 
With ages previous how familiar grown ! 

How vers'd in all th improvements of her own! 
Not idly ſhe, or earth or heav'n ſurvey'd, 

But {till from both the beſt collections made. 
Alas! how few, with her, on ſenſe refine, 

And own from meaneſt things a pow'r divine? 
How few the God in ev'ry object ſee, 

Learn whence they are, and what they ought to be ? 
But her's the genuine philoſophic taſte, 

Found in each greature a celeſtial feaſt. 


From 
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From beaſts that graze the plain, and birds that fly, 
From reptiles here, and ſhining worlds on high, 
What ſacred ſentiments, what morals roſe, 


Mankind to bleſs, and {ſwelling vice oppoſe ! 
| MRA. 


True, ſhepherd, ZAR A's was an heav'nly flame, 
Beyond the rural virgin's vulgar aim. 
Her's was the mind, that could this world deſpiſe, 
Her's the bold muſe, that dar'd above the skies. 
Ye pow'rs! how happy was her ev'ry flight 
What pious paſſions would her verſe excite ! 
See, like the ſwan, where her own dirge ſhe ſings, 
And mounts to heav'n on her Ur axra's wings! 
What ſcenes of rapt'rous bliſs her lines diſcloſe 
How the bright ode with all elyſium glows ! 
Ne'er flew fo ſwift th' exſtatic hours away, 
As when ſhe deign'd to tune the moral lay ; 
Or, more advent'rous, try'd the lyric ſong, 
And hymn'd thoſe airs which ask an angel's tongue. 
Cynthia would oft (lov'd ſhe her numbers fo ) 
Suſpend the chace, and ev'ry ſport forego. 
Not the fell lynces pleaſure could forbear, 
But danc'd in awkard lengths around the fair: 
Satyrs and fawns came triping oer the plain, 
And woods and rocks had ears to her melodious ſtrain. 


STREPHON. 
(tray 


Where were ye, nymphs, by what falſe j Joys 3 
When death relentleſs ſnatch d the darling maid ? 


For ye nor roam d in Sarqn's flow ry vale, 
Where balmy odors breathe in ev'ry gale ; 


= Nor 


10 In Elegtac Paſlora 


Nor were by Siloa's fountain ſeen to ſleep, 

Nor led the dance on Carmebs verdant ſteep : 
Tho' here your Wars to conſecrate the bays, 
Oft ſtring his lyre to Pan's immortal praile ; 
Whether he chooſe on humbler themes to write, 
Or bring the counfels of the Gods to light : 
Too rarely from her cou'd his wiſhes ſteal, 

Too much his ſoul was ſtudious of her weal, 
Ever to tempt you 


"MY LA. 


Swain, theſe raptures wave, 
Nor fondly dream the nymphs have pow'r to fave. 
Had they been there? Ah! what could they have done? 
What could the muſe for Orpheus,..tho' her ſon? 
| Neeer bent remorſeleſs fates the tuneful art: 
Not Zak àA's flowing wit could quench the deadly dart, 


STREPHON. 


Yet ſee this ſpoil with pain great nature yields, 
And ſtrong convulſions thro? her empire feels. 
Lo! all Arcadia ſhudders at the tale, 
Sighs from her ſprings, and weeps thro' ev'ry dale. 
Look round, and own the folemn marks of woe, 
In all the pines that bend, and winds that blow. 
Hark, how each bellowing grot her death bemoans ! 
How heaves the ground with ſubterraneous groans ! 
See, where the groves their leafy honour ſhed ! 
See, where the ſick ning cedars droop the head 
To ſweeteſt flow'rs black blited herbs ſuccede; 
The lambs forget to play, the ewes to feed. 


No 
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No more the meads with rich embroidery glow, | 
The birds to ſing, the brooks refuſe to flow. 

From the fad ſcene Phoebus averts his eyes : 

And hangs deep darkneſs round the low'ring skies. 
Yon ſtream, ſo tender of the virtuous fair, 

Who rul'd his charge with ſuch obſequious care, 
To clear the current. or the tide ſuppreſs, 

As ſhe or choſe to lave, or fought to dreſs; 

Burits from his watry bed her fate to mourn, 

And {wells with floods of tears his ſilver urn; J 
Till o'er his bounds the riſing torrents force, 

And murmur, troubl'd, in the foaming courſe. 


Myr a4. 


But hark ! the vales rejoice, the woodland rings, 
Freſh odors fall, and ſudden verdure ſprings ! 
Does ſhe return? Or are ſome cherubs near, 

With harps attun'd, to hymn her thro? the air, 
And ſhed perfumes a-down the beamy, way ? 


STREPHON. 


Mrxa, *tis ſo ; I ſee yon op'ning ray, 
Mild as the whiſpers of her peaceful breaſt ; 
There ZaRA mounts the realms of everlaſting reſt. 
In ſofter ſhades, where purer fountains play, 
She ſpends with ſocial minds th* unclouded day ; 
Who there all-perfect hail her to the skies, 
And wipe the tears for ever from her eyes. 
Now near the ſhepherd who on Oreb ſung, 
And him who belt the harp in Jewry ſtrung, 
She takes her ſeat ; and with th' adoring throng, 
Or chants to Jovꝝ the high connubial ſong ; 


Or 
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Or quaffs rich nectar from the ſprings above. 


And bathes in oceans of eternal love. - #1 
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Now weep not ZARA, nymphs, weep not, ye ſwains, 


Hence tho? remoy'd, your guardian ſhe remains. 
Not, Zara, thee the ſhepherds now deplore ; 

In heav'n a ſtar, tho ta this earth no more. 

Hence thy fair name with ſtronger influence. ſways, 
And ev Ty virtue owns thy quick ning rays, 
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